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Perjured yourself? Go home, and die, and stink; If you but croak a syllable, all comes out: Away, and call your porters, go, go, stink.
Volp. Excellent varlet!
Volt. Now, my faithful Mosca, I find thy constancy -
Afar. Sir!
Volt. Sincere,
Mos. A table Of porphyry -1 marvel you'll be thus troublesome.
Volt. Nay, leave off now, they are gone.
Mos. Why, who are you?
What! Who did send for you? Oh, cry you mercy, Reverend sir! Good faith, I am grieved for you, That any chance of mine should thus defeat Your (I must needs say) most deserving travails: But I protest, sir, it was cast upon me, And I could almost wish to be without it, But that the will o' the dead must be observed. Marry, my joy is that you need it not; You have a gift, sir, (thank your education), Will never let you want, while there are men, And malice, to breed causes. Would I had But half the like, for all my fortune, sir! If I have any suits, as I do hope, Things being so easy and direct, I shall not, I will make bold with your obstreperous aid. Conceive me, for your fee, sir. In the meantime, You that have so much law, I know have the conscience Not to be covetous of what is mine. Good sir, I thank you for my plate; 'twill help To set up a young man. Good faith, you look As you were costive; best go home and purge, sir.
Volp. Bid him eat lettuce well. My witty mischief, Let me embrace thee. Oh, that I could now Transform thee to a Venus - Mosca, go, Straight take my habit of clarissimo,